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Then he said: "You are angry with ir>* fi>r
coming?"

"Am I?" she said evasively.

44 You know I asked vou if I mi^ht, and you did

c.

say yes.

Which was true.

** Yes, I did/' she agreed.

" Then I don't see how you can be so annoyed
with me?"

There was nothing for it but to go back on her
word, and when he spoke like that, rather like
a hurt child, she felt ashamed. "I'm so sorry.
I didn't mean to be annoyed. I ... I have a
headache today. . . ."

The woman's old excuse.

"Fra terribly sorry. I misjudged you, I'm
afraid."

If only she had had the courage to stay firm
and to keep her stand of disapprobation it would
have been different, but now she had gone back
on it, she had spoilt the whole afternoon.

And she would not ask him to postpone com-
ing to dine on Friday.

Indeed, instead of writing to him she took con-
spicuous care about her clothes. She wore the
cream georgette frock, softly clinging, with the
light gold belt, and the yellow roses on the
shoulder. It was a cold evening, and she selected
die Htde sable wrap to go with it, which had
been one of Charles' extravagant presents to
her.

She knew that she looked lovely, and she wanted
to look particularly lovely tonight.

Peter had armed when she went downstairs.